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MYSTERIES 



BUT SKAIMA LOST (twust MB WAS A FOOL,' THIS 
«**"• SHOW* IN THK BOOK-, i COULD HAVi WON 
n *A*II_Y.' "YES. I WILL FIND THIS DEMON DFHei 
ANO PLAY FOftTHE 6AM6 fiTAKBS- CONTINUI 
1 '■» .' 6t!T X WILL WW 
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TEN YEARS AGO. WE FORBADE ELAIM 
WITH WHOM SHE WAS INFATUATED ,' I 
5HC DROWNED HERSELF IN "THE POOL * 
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* OlSMAL AUTUMN NISHT IN 
~ KENTUCKY HILL TOWN OF CAlGI 
FRENZIED .VENGEANCE' MAO MOB CHE EREO 
BLOOOTHIRSTiLY AT THEIR FIRST PUBLIC 
HANGING IN A CENTURY. THE VICTIM WAS 
A HUGE ANO VICIOUSLY CRAFTY GREY TIMBER WOLF WHICH FOR WEEKS HAD BEEN ATTACKING 
LIVESTOCK ANO EVEN SMALL CHILDREN. BEFORE IT WAS TRAPPED ALIVE, SENTENCED TOOEATH, 
AND HUNG ■ BUT AS THE GREAT SHAGGY KILLER-BEAST DANCED AT THE END OF THE ROPE, THS 
GOOD TOWNSPEOPLE DIDN'T KNOW THAT THIS WAS NOT THE END OF THEIR, TROUBLE . BUT OWL? 

THE BB&NNIN6 OF A MORE GHASTLY REIGN OF TERROR ! 

Jh His office overlooking the town 

SQUARE. IN A FEVEK OF EXCITEMENT, 
OB. VINCENT CURTIZ WATCHED THB LyNCH- 
MOB BEG'N TO DISPERSE ... 

GOOD ' Ti=E CDOL5 ARE GOi^G u O* 
AlBEAOY. HOT KNOWING THAT, THAN 
TO NeMO AND I .-THAT WASN'FICE 
9EAST ISN'T REALLY "" 
ONLY UNCONSCIOUS 
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*OOM, PF*FA*ATJC*« WB*m .'.' * r.-f 
CAK9FULLY FQ*. A N«W AWO y*t*p*rvM» 

-rtrr of o*»e**noN... 

THff«« WMDM A»U«T Bt >W*WIOju«T 

PISHT. BSC*U*K WK WUSTM'T LOM * 
4BCOMD OF TIM* AFTEP. X CUTTH* J 

"" iBAKTOUT OPTME WOLF ' 
"tOU ALMOST READY. . 



BRAC1 UP. NEMO.'fOU'PB W*» X A HUMAN HEART 
HBLF1NOTO SAVB *W LI FB . TM ■ (WOULD HAV* B«*N 
H>GH«ST A*601C*L AUTHCTVTieS I B1TTEP. .BUT V 
ADMIT 1HAT WITH Afr* 8AD HtAW/ COUIOWT COM 
1 HAVE ONLY A FEW WERK* TO./MUFOEP . ANO — 



UVB . RUT "THAT WILL _ 
OMNttie TONIGHT WHEN 2 
*Pf>LACP» M-* OISKASBO 
OIK5AN WtTHTHB STRONG, 
MfALTHY HEART OF THIS 

.MAGNIFICENT »EA*T " 





J'fim 4mm* lav*. wm* locm *«*to»t«! 
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-fOU'ce RIGHT.' n- IT MUST \OP COURSE 

BE THE NEW HEART AASOICINC / DON'T GET SO 

-6 BEEN TAKING TO CURE / BUCtTBD AND 

6' I'LL GET «W HAIR. ^ANGRY.' EPS *L<- 

CUT AND 0**E rr.THBN j^\ RIGHT/ J DON' 

LOOKTUC S*«B .'/, ■ \^ AAINO.' 

AS 




&ACKAT HIS otw QUMHNftM, 

CVRTIZ spent the rest o* 

THE OAi TRVINQ 70 «ff£TO«» 
THE NATURAL LENGTH ANO 
COLOR ANP TSXTURa TO 
HIS HAIR, BUT... 



•T UNDERSTAND/ ^ 

NOTHING HASWQRKEOf I ' 
CHE MY HAIR, AND ALMOST, 
IMMEDIATELY IT BECOMES 
SRAY AGAIN.' X CUT TT 
OFP.TIMC AND TIMS 
AGAIN. BUT IT GROWS 
RIGHT BACKTHB 
SAMS WAV [ 
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SATtSPIBO ,TME BBAfff 

fLtO TQWAHO WO/ve. 

BUT SUOOBNLY... 



JH MORTAL 7C**0*AU THAT NI6HT. 

4 tut wiMiMtff mm to m« 

HtMSCLF WOM TOfTWP. «(/T 
. 7MC RUSTtO, TOOTHeO JAW* 
■■nesisreo all his ewww-'WBw. 
JUST APTBK. OAY8AK4K... 
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JUST FELT 




LIKE HUNTING 
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Am*, touts* awd sauce 

escAteo. turn vo»*oa- 

*5W* SPHtAO, AND «oo«... 



MOB '5 A*TeR 
WOW THATTHEf KNOW WHAT 

, I WON'T HAVE A 
C«i*NCE HERE' THet'LL 
" " I DOWN "THE MOUSE ' 
LEAVE AND 



/ATM.../ I AAADB ITSAPHW | 4 WfflF*C FASSBO 



INTO THE HILL*. NOW 
^MEVIL NBVE* GET W 
CAN LIVE HERE IN THI 1 
CAVE AND MARAUO Art 
ATTACK BY NIGHT AND 
SLEEP BV DAV I'M 

™o cu eve", to eve* 

BE CAUGHT 



that "fe we , *ei*Oi* : *w* too 

CLEVER TO Be CAPlUltEO.THEN, 

o/ve wght... 




tuers was been a <5reat 0€al or cscisssiqu 
coucs rhin& mesh/ms «"d hold seahces, at «~ ~ 

they Supposcqly call forth spirits qfthe dead. 

atost people regard it as a fake. but hers is 

THE STORY OF ONE MEDIUM WHO WAS CALLEO tfi 

TO AID THE LAW IN A MURDER CASK .. 
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American env, 

[PROBABLY TU9 
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BY HAVING TWB 
V/CT)AlS s/>/*/r 
•Raruw to 

\NAVe HEUKIUEW 

and ter. the 

• POWERS" OR A 
MEDIUM ARE 
SAID TO BB A 
FAKE! WHO 
CAN SAY} 
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*?> UNHALLOWED GRAVE! 
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BJSNA WAS A VEfW USLV CHILO. BUT 

SENSITIVE AND POSSESSED OF A 

PEROCTOOS TEMPER. ..■• 




THAT IS ELENA'S lT"E CLOUD 
f^*3ICSTO«V' JwtLL PASS. 
SUE «I/ST« ' - 
FOUND AND 1 
RETURNED 70 
■<ER GRAVE.' 
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THE MUMMY'S CURSE 



Fame, was Erie Thotwald's god, and there was 
one person who stood in his way ro the attainment 
of the degree of fame in the archaelogical world 
which he sought. That person was Cass Lyman, the 
man who supplied the funds for Thorwald's exca- 
vations. Lyman's inherited wealth enabled him to 
buy almost anything be wished, with little effort 
on his own part. Through the labor of Thorwald's 
hands and mind, he sought to buy that one thing 
which Thorwald desired most for himself. 

A nicely worded, but legally unmistakable clause 
in their contract indicated that Lyman was to re- 
ceive credit for most of what Eric Thorwald ac- 
complished. 

Thorwald studied the thin, delicate features of 
the mummified priestess for a moment. Then his 
gaze centered on the rectangular golden ornament 
listened over her bosom. ' 

There had been nothing really unusual about the 
exquisitely tooled golden asp at its center, for the 
sacred serpent of Egypt is found everywhere in the 
art of the Pharaohs. But when, recognizing the 
great value of the ornament, he had followed his 
natural' impulse and begun lingering it to examine 
it more closely, something entirely unprecedented 
had happened. 

A tiny catch had been released, and in response 
a slender spring of coiled wire had leaped, 'with 
the quickness of thought, from the asp's mouth. 
By some miraculous chance the two forking needles 
at the end of the spring had slipped between the 
fingers of one of .his hands, without piercing the 
skin. If it had— well— Eric Thorwald had a fairly 
certain idea about what would have been his fate. 

The tongue of the asp still protruded from its 
mouth. Cautiously Thorwald clutched the spring 
just below the point where the needles were fast- 
ened. Little beads of sweat broke out on his fore- 
held when he noted the keenness of those slender 
points of hardened bronze, and the thin, harmless^ 
looking coating of lusterless gtecn substance that 
covered them. In Thorwald's mind there was a 
conviction that it was some deadly concoction pre- 
pared by a clever chemist in a temple laboratory 
Of ancient Egypt- 

"I'm satisfied, mummy,'' Thorwald whispered. 
"That is the way Cass Lyman will die!" 

Thorwald wrote a brief message for Lyman. 
Then he left the tent and sought out Said among 
the tents of the workmen. In a few minures, a 
truck was hurrying down the shadowy gorge toward 
Luxor in the Nile Valley ten miles away. 

"Now for the remainder of whar we must do." 
Thorwald muttered when he was again alone with 
the mummy. 

The mummy's breastplate bote a cartouche, or 



hieroglyphic royal name, which Thorwald recog-l 
nized as belonging to one or, several of the thirteen.' 
Ramcssid kings of the nineteenth and twentieth 
dynasties. Those ancient rulers each had such I 
host of names and titles that it was not alwayi 
easy to keep them straight. 

The breastplate was fastened to the mummy 
wrappings by means of a delicately wrought golden 
pin, the upper portion of which was fashioned {ft 
the form of the scarab or sacred beetle. It alto . 
bore an almost microscopic Ramessid cartouche. 

Thorwald immediately saw the great value of 
the bit of jewelry. He had a similar though far less 
precious pin in his possession, which he knew he 
could substitute for this one with perfect impunity. 
No need to let the Cairo Museum take possession 
of it, as it certainly would do, backed up as it was 
by the law of Egypt regarding the distribution 
of antiques. 

Donning a pair of gloves, he made the change 
quickly, being careful to rub incriminating finger- 
prints from the pin which he substituted for the 
more valuable one. Then, cooly he set ttpweek on 
hjs more important task. 

He took out his jackknife and wrapped a corner 
of his handkerchief about its blade. With the 
blade thus padded, so that it would leave no tell- 
tale scratches on the me'tal, he began to work the 
spiral spring, coil by coil, back into the golden 
asp's mouth. It was a nerve-racking ordeal, but 
at last it was accomplished. The poisoned needles 
disappeared into the maw of the serpent, and the 
clawlike catch held the asp's tongue in place. 

Later when the truck returned ftom Luxor, 
Thorwald was cool and collected and ready to act 
his parr perfectly. 

Said was at the wheel, beside- him was the 'hon, 
paunchy figure of Cass Lyman, and squeezed in at 
the edge of the seat was another man. Thotwdd 
gave a little inward start. He had not expected a 
third person. But no, tt would make no difference. 
"Hello. Thorwald!" Lyman greeted with a kind 
of barking joviality. "Came as quickly as I could 
to see for myself just ho* good our luck has 
been." Lyman pointed to the stranger beside him. 

"This is Mahmud Abudi," Lyman offered in- 
forrmlly. "Mr. Abudi didn't come along with me 
solely because he's interested in archaeology. You 
see he's connected with the Secret Service of the 
Egyptian police, and part of his business is to 
prevent fortunate Egyptologists ftom smuggling 
valuable antiques out of the country." 

Thorwalds head missed a beat on learning that 
this was a Secret Service man, but he quickly re- 
assured himself. It was all the better that he should 



ha*e im.ii a witness to Lyman's death. It would" 
uie nuny painful explanations. 1-ju was indeed 

i ■ ■ side. . 

I And now," Lyman iui in. lei's have a look at 

Ithe mammy you found, Thorwald. You say ynu 

|hi*ea't examined it it all yet " 

I Well," Thorwald s»id will 

ti.,i I.fi (be hd 
Itcttct of nit 



i brief laugh, "I 
peep in. Curiosity got the 



to wtii until you had 

«*riy rising further.'' 

The three men entered Thorwald's tent, and 

there the archaeological excavator witnessed the 

. deter nuuder he had planned. Nothing went 

wrong, and he enjoyed every bit of the Jittlc 

drtrr.a. or almost every bit. 

He gloated inwardly over the gurgling cxclama 

.-prise and pleasure which Lyman gave at 

. golden bauble on the mummy's bosom. 

"jn; m.Ii Lyman > L|fccd) jnd juU 

matic jtiiure 10 finger the golden instrument ot 
death 

Then the trigger was sprung, and with a vicious, 
twanging sound, the golden asp struck! The 
powerful spring drove [he poisoned needles deep 
into Cass Lyman's shoulder. 

With a horrtd shriek he leaped back, his fea- 
tures contorted into a grin of mingled fear, sur- 
ind mortal agony. Then he stiffened, toppled . 
_ Jetening lips quivered, and he fell to the 
ground. 

As was to be expecced, Mahmud Abudi remain- 
ed cool. With Thorwatd, he leaped to Lyman's 
aide, and together, they stretched his stiffening 
body on the floor of the tent. 

"In the. name of reason, what has happened?" 
Tbotwald demanded, seemingly regaining posses- 
sion of Himself. "What can we do for him?" 

Mahmud. Abudi s ear was at Lyman's heart. He 
straightened and smiled faintly. There is nothing 
we can do for him. ' he said slowly. "He is dead.''' 

Mahmud Abudi arose and strode to the mummy 
case, where the spring of the serpent's tongue still 
vibrated He examined the golden pectoral briefly 
The dark science of ancient Egypt seems to be 
responsible," he-said. "It is a device evidently in- 
tended to work the undoing of tomb robbers. 
Raider strange. I have heard of such infernal 
machines, but I never saw one before Of course. 
Mr. Thorwald. in situations l.rke this it is necessary, 
to make the most complete investigation possible 
My presence here is very opportune. You say. that 
no one touched anything in this colhn?" Mahmud 
Abudi questioned. 

Certainly not," Thorwald replied. "As I said, 1 
peeped in, that was all. And I assure you that none 
o: ms men are allowed any liberties in my lent." 

The Egyptian detective was looking at the mum- 

lis very queer, Mr. Thorwald," lie stated. 

["Look!" His fat forefinger was pointing toward the 

Up'* lazuli scarab of the pin which Thorwald had 



substituted for the pin of gold that had originally 
supported the golden pectoral on the mummy's 
bosom. 

Thorwald smiled. "What is queer?" he questioned, 
in a perfect imitation of mild interest. 

"Sec!" Mahmud Abudi replied. "This scarab pin 
bears the cartouche, IJ !tr-M^-Rii-Mtr-Am*n, one of 
the numerous names of the Pharaoh who is now 
known as Rameses III, while this breastplate bears 
the cartouche, Sottp-En-Ra-Mtr-Amen, or Rameses 
II. Between the reigns of the two lies a gap of fifty- 
three years.' Odd, don't you think, that a priestess, 
who obviously was buried at least half a century be- 
fore Rameses HI ascended the throne, should wear 
an amulet bearing his cartouche? 

"I think I understand, Mr. Thorwald. Even ta 
expert can make such a trilling and not easily noticed 
mistake. These ancient monarchs had- so many titles 
that it. is difficult to remember them all correctly. 
But I must remind you that in Egypt, murder is a 
crime punishable by death!" 

Thorwald's jaw tightened, "Is this an accusa- 
tion?' he demanded levclly, 

Mahmud Abudi shrugged. Well, without a 
doubt the coffin was opened since it was removed 
from the tomb. Only you could have opened it. 
Oriental courts do not mince matters as Western 
juries do so often. Clearly, you substituted this 
scarab pin for another probably much more valu- 
able — one which you desired for yourself. 

In making the change, which required that you 
touch the breastplate repeatedly, you could not 
have remained unaware of its sinister purpose. 
There can be but one conclusion: That you wil- 
fully plotted the death of your employer, Cass 
Lyman! , 

The evidence is against you. Except for that 
trifling error of dates, you committed a perfect 
crime, invoking the dark wisdom of Ancient Egypt 
and assisting it with your own cleverness. Only 
you were careless. Just one small anachronism. 
How trivial!" Mahmud Abudi's tone was mocking. 

Thorwald's mind had become suddenly a trifle 
hazy. He was caught! If he could only shoot his way 
out of this ... his hand was creeping toward hi* 
hip pocket. 

"Stop !" Mahmud Abudi commanded. His fist 
bulged in his coat pocket, and there was something 
angula' and menacing clutched in that fist. 

Thorwald's arms dropped to his sides. "All right," 
he said. He knew he was doomed by the curse of the 
mummified priestess for trying to rob her coffin. 

An hour later a truck started out across the desert, 
headed for Luxor. In addition to an Egyptian de- 
tective and a young Egyptian driver, it bore a canvas- 
covered corpse, the coffin and body of an ancient 
priestess, and a sullen man. A man who watched the 
staring enamel and turquoise eyes -of the mummy 
case before him and wondered in hazy fashion about 
the strange tricks of human destiny. 
THE END 



~?»~Tm*o old »a> rtn mro a car >OMei\ fwKT don't you answer r who jmw too? It-i. 

» »* owe* $HUX . HO* LOH* He 3LCFT, | , LIIHT* M»TCM *W... AOGHHHHH / 

ntfMF HK5 no wAt or t LLUNf . m/TWTHC 

ramieem; wee noun or mohmmi, . . 




r BHf WH_*H*T"» THAT NOISE? 
•0<JND« LtKC SOMEONE'S AT THE 

POOR/ WHO* THKF»E " 



tffiVMOFii Of his owhdmber, 

THE MONSTROSITY, BOTH FtSTS fLYJNt WILDLY AW 

SAVASe FURY. SODOENLY, THE CREATURE 

LASHED OUT WITH A MIGHTY SWIRE Of HIS ARM '^Vtt. 




IrSOMEO LIKE. «*« MINUTES HAD f*$S£D WHtM 
STELLA NECQVEAED CONSCIOUSNESS... 




AS YOU CAN SEE , THE SEA ^ 

BOTTOM IS OURHOMEf IN 
OUR REALM WE HAVE ALWAYS 
BEEN RULED BY A QUEEN , . 
■UT THE LAST WOMAN ^ 

AMONS US IS NOW DEAD/ 
THAT 6 WHY YOU'VE BEEN 
BROUGHT HERE/ YOU ARE 
TO SERVE AS OUR RULER / 



LAST M8HT, ONE OF OUR ^ 
PEOPLE WAS ACCIDENTALLY DIS- 
COVERED WHILE LOOKING FOR * 
OUEEN r OUR SAFETY DEPENDS 
ON OUR EXISTENCE BEINS KEPT 

SECRET/ THE OLD MAN HAD TO 

BE DESTROYED/ 



THE WHIRLPOOL ABOVE 13 AN ETERNAL 
FREAK OF NATURE / IT SUCKS AIR DOWN- 
WARD AT SUCH FORCE THAT CORCITY 13 
COVERED BY A HEMISPHERE OF AIR./ BUT 
COME/ THE CORONATION CEREMONY 
iEADYJ 





tH AN INSTANT, THE CNEATVRES OF THE OEEF 
SFAANt FORTH. NIFFiHS THE SPARE OXTWN 
TANK mOM HIS MELT, CASET FOUND IT A HANDt 

weapon oucrnm. ooosmt, swimm, he 

MANADEO TO STAVE OFF THE LUMtlNS 
MONSTROSITIES/ " 




